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VILLAGES OF ARROWHEAD Myrtle Beach's 
Finest Apartment 
Community (843) 236-5735 lifestyle 
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Split Master 
(843) 236-5735 Tee Up and Take a Swing ... Fax (843) 236-9378 
... at the ultimate lifestyle. Come njoy the comfort and tranquility of the Grand Strand's finest apartment 
community. Spacious decks and porches overlook a serene lake and offer spectacular views of Arrowhead 
Country Club's second and third fairways. And that's just the beginning. Stop by today, your neighbor just 
moved in! 
Features/ Amenities 
♦ Located on Golf Course 
❖ Charming Clubhouse 
❖ Business Center 
❖ Two Exquisite Pool Plazas with 
BBQ Grills 
♦ Garages/Storage Available 
♦ Car Care Center 
❖ 24 Hour Fitness Center 
♦ Energy Efficient Homes 
♦ Summer Poolside Refreshments 
❖ Custom Painted Accent Walls 
♦ Golf Discount 
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G) ' 650 West Flintlake Court 
Myrtle Beach, SC 29579 :m.'ftffl 
Directions 6-
From Myrtle Beam.take U.S. 501 
West. Cross the lntracoastal W t~-
way, pass Waccamaw Pott~y. Turn 
Floor Plans Prices 
1BR/1BA* 810 sf From $615 
2BR/2BA* 1086 sf From $695 
2BR/2BA * Spin 1145 sf From $750 
38R/2½BA* 1508 sf From $915 
* ALL UNITS INCLUDE A FULL 
SIZE WASHER & DRYER 
F.Y.I. 
♦ Leasing Fee $99 
❖ Pet Friendly 
♦ Pet Fee $300 
Office Hours 
Monday - Friday left on Forestbroolc Road to McCormick Turn left on McCormick and fellow to 
Burcale Road. Turn left on Burcale Road Saturday 
9:00 - 5:30 
10:00-2:00 
Call and then rigit on Arrowhead Blvd into The , Sunday 
Villages of Arrowhead. Follow the sigis ... 
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It's a little strange leaving Tempo; I've been on staff in one 
capacity or another since it began in the spring of 1999. I'd 
like to be able to say that I'm glad it's over, but you don't put 
that much time into something withoutfeeUng lt1s become a 
part of you. I've s Tempo grow from a cautious young pub-
lication worried a being the new kid on the block, to a 
magazine that I believe is really filling its role as a STUDENT 
features magazi I take comfort in knowing that there are 
those remaining care just as much about the publication 
as I do. 
The last two years have been especiall roductive for the 
magazine. Tom•s art really defined a · ion of excel-
lence recognized on tio cutting edge look. 
We may have gotten e neg e fe locally, but 
when we saw Tempo gnized TWICE for its design we real-
ly felt redeemed. has reatly het~ with the quality and 
subject matter of the magazine. Staying true to the students 
and what it see wanted to read has been his forte. 
And Dr. Nelljean hat I say about her? She's amaz-
ing; her unendin ort a ime is• fflparalleled by any 
member of the fa . She always kept us on track when we 
were feeling lost. support really made the magazine pos-
sible. It's not just staff that was a part of making Tempo, 
Sam Kinon at Sheriar Press has always been ther for us too. 
Though I take eat pride in being editor, my part was 
small. All the co tors on staff have been so amazing 
these past two issues; it's really been their magazine. When 
you see them on campus please tell them what an amazing 
job they've done. Matt and Deonne in Student Activities have 
always been behind us, as have the editors of Archarios and 
the Chanticleer: Kayatta and Rebecca. Wi're a family. I per-
sonally have been s rted by my girlfriend Heather and my 
fratemity Pi Kappa o have kept me sane throughout my 
ith Tempo. I guess the only thing left to say is goodbye. 
een ton, but tta get outta here. 
Michael Slattery 
Aaron Beck 
Tom Morrell 
Rebecca Wright 
Chris Clark 
Betsy Kerns 
Joe Singleton 
Todd Hull 
Yosi Benezra 
Jonathan Kopay 
Jason Eaddy 
ART DIRECTOR: 
Tom Morrell 
As this latest issue of Tempo comes to a close, I am happy 
to say that I believe it to be our best te. We have the 
most dedicated staff than ever before. ve that this is one 
indication of how campus is moving in the right direction. More 
and more students are getting involv on campus organi-
zations. 
In this issue we tried to write diversity of Coastal 
(or lack thereof), but we haven't even come close to covering 
everything. This is where you come h ·s a topic you 
believe in or if you · st enjoy writing; t en w t work with 
student media? nly way we can cover more diverse top-
ics is by having diverse sta 
I strongly ur student r ved in as 
many campus grqups and organ· ible. After all 
having new experiences are what col ut. I spent my 
first two years slacking off and wonde o do with 
myself. Luckily I found Tempo and other organizations which 
have helped me grow as a person and learn many valuable life 
lessons. 
It's been a great four semesters w with the Tempo 
staff and student activities. I would like to thank everyone in 
student activities, you are the people t make this campus 
what it is and you do great work. 
Special thanks to Paul Olsen who has been my biggest 
influence as a teacher, mentor and friend here at Coastal. 
Without Nelljean Rice this magazine probably would never 
have been. It is thanks to their influence that I got involved 
with Tempo in the first place. 
I will greatly miss working with the Tempo staff, and the 
Chanticleer staff next door. If not for my· involvement in Tempo 
I never would have met Michael Slattery and Rebecca Parker, 
who started off as colleagues and became great friends. 
Tempo is going to be left in the editorial· hands of one very 
dedicated and bright individual, Aaron Beck. Though I know 
Tempo will continue to grow, I wish Aaron and the staff the best 
of luck. It's been a great four years. 
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BEATS AND RHYTHMS 
Lisa Knott talks about the impact dance has had on her 
life, and how to make it a part of yours. 
,I 
• 
HOTLINE TO SATAN 
Psychic or psycho? We can't foretell what you'll think 
about this story. 
EPIDERMAL ECSTASY 
Ellen Bernstein discusses tattooing dos and don 'ts, and 
suggests options for the daring Coastal student. 
DIXIE DIVIDED 
A Tempo writer tackles the debate over the Confederate 
'fla_g and the boycott thereof. 
HELP WANTED 
Editor Mike Slattery talks about the dangers of 
bipolar disorder, how to cbpe with it, and h .. ow he has 
seen the effects first hand. 
HOMOSEXUALITY 
A three writer panel tackles this controversial issue--£ om 
all sides. 
RACISM 
Assistant Editor Aaron Beck takes a look at the irrationality 
of racism. 
. . 
" 
MEXICAN MEMOIRS 
Suzette Lopez talks about past family vacations to our 
neighbor country to the south. 
UULTURE SHOCK 
Three Coastal students talk about their travels abroad and 
the trouble of fitting into a new culture. 
LOOKING FOR DICK 
Ellen Bernstein tackles the big Dick question. It's not 
what you think, but please see the disclaimer at the 
bottom of the page before reading Ellen's mental 
wanderings. 
DOUBLE VISION 
Suzette Lopez figures out why you're seeing double on 
campus. 
Music: WHATS IN YouR HEAD? 
Rebecca Wright looks at what music is being listened to 
on campus, and how much it sucks . 
OPENING KICKOFF 
Andrew Swanner tracks down the head football coach 
and has a chat with him. 
''. ,, 
" 
- - - ~ --~ 
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Disclaimer: Tempo is written and designed by Coastal Carolina University students, and is distributed free of charge to 
the members of the campus community. The opinions expressed herein are those of the writers, and do not necessarily 
represent the views of the editors, the magazine, the Office of Student Activities, or the University. All tacts have been 
researched by the staff, and we have faith in their judgement. No part of this publication may be reproduced withou 
written consent of the Office of Student Activities. 
~ .-=.;..;.::~;;.;..,..;.;.;.;.,,..;:;...;....;:;.,;:_.::.,~~;__;_;:;_:;_;,,~-=-:::;----;----=::: ::::::::~ ~--~~~===-~ 
>, 
C 
Cll 
c.. 
E 
0 
(.) 
Q) 
u 
C 
Cll 
0 
rn 
C 
0 
~ 
.c 
> 
0 
>, 
rn 
Q) 
t:: 
:::, 
0 
u 
J;; 
c.. 
~ 
Cl 
0 
0 
J;; 
c.. 
• 
1 e: 
Lisa Knott 
The most exhilarating moments of 
my life have been spent on stage, per-
forming with all my heart. That first 
moment, when the curtain parts and the 
lights go on, every inch of my body 
becomes electrified. It's the best feel-
ing; when the music pulls my body into 
fluid motion. 
When everything else 
in my life was chaotic, 
dance was a constant 
companion. Nearly 
every week during my 
first semester at 
Coastal, I went to the 
dance room in the gym 
and let the music wash 
away my stress. Dance 
is a way of meditation for 
many people whether prac-
ticing ballet, jazz, hip-hop , 
modern, club, or ballroom. 
Every movement the body 
makes expresses what 
the dancer is feeling in 
response to the music of 
their life. 
Dance, however, is not just impor-
tant on a personal level. Every culture 
has used dance as a celebration , a 
prayer, or a traditional ceremony. Most 
dances performed , whether the dancer 
is aware or not, have some sort of his-
torical significance. Such forms were 
performed at Coastal by the Vibrations 
Dance Troupe , explorers of African-
American history. They performed 
heart-wrenching duets and group 
ternpo_o4 
dances to emotionally spiritual songs. 
Their dancing timeline included a por-
trayal of life as a slave in the early 
1800's and covered the jazz movement 
in Harlem. Their upbeat attitudes 
added to the performance , showing the 
audience how much fun they had danc-
ing. 
get 
There are 
numerous 
ways to 
involved in dance on campus. The 
dance club has recently been reorgan-
ized and reinvented by Crystal 
Lavender . Although Crystal is president 
of the club, she insists that it is in title 
only. 
According to Lavender, everyone 
should feel that they have an equal con-
tribution to the club's activities. This 
enhances the diverse nature of the club. 
Though most of the dancers have back-
grounds in pointe, traditional ballet, jazz 
and tap, many also have experience in 
funk, hip hop, modern, and precision 
kick (think Rockettes). 
In my 15 years of dance I have 
tried about every style imaginable. My 
personal favorites have been hip-hop 
and funk. During my junior year of high 
school, I attended a 
dance camp where I 
took lessons from a 
woman known as 
Peanut. She never 
told us her real name , 
but she taught every-
one in that class how 
to fuse funk and jazz. 
She showed us chore-
ography that would 
entertain , but still 
maintain a sense of 
real dance. This was 
accomplished by com-
bining traditional turns 
and leaps with wicked 
funk moves to get the audience going. 
Whether you are celebrating the "A" 
you got on your English test, your first 
team victory, a religious holiday, or just 
out partying at a club, dance is a form 
of expression that crosses all age, race, 
and sex barriers. It is a life long skill 
that can be used in football ( endzone 
dance) , at weddings, to celebrate cultur-
al backgrounds or to remain physically 
fit and flexible for the rest of your life. 
All of this makes dance a true life sport. 
WORDS: Ellen Bernstein 
I never thought finding Dick 
would be so hard. You would think a 
youthful Dick would stick out, but I've 
run into a lot of dead ends, let 
downs, and little satisfaction in my 
quest to find Dick. So why can't a 
girl find any Dick on campus? 
Simple, the majority of 18-25 year old 
Dicks around here go by Richard. 
The more I think about it, the 
more frustrated I become. I don't 
know one male under the age of 35 
who prefers to be called Dick rather 
than Richard. I asked a Richard 
(who I work with) about this trend. I 
said, "You go by Rich, why not Dick?" 
He stated plainly, "because my last 
name is Little." You probably know a 
few Richards yourself. They in turn 
go by Rich or Richie, but ask yourself 
this, do you have a friend who said 
"No, I prefer to be called Dick?" Not 
likely, which is very odd because 
nicknames are quite popular. For 
example, Michael may prefer Mike or 
Mikey. Elizabeth may like Liz or 
Beth. Are these nicknames accept-
able because they are shortened 
forms of the real thing? Well, if that's 
the logic, let us return to Richard and 
piece it apart to find Dick. 
We can easily 
leave off the last 
three letters to 
form Rich. Leave 
off the "d" and we 
get Richar similar to Kimber from 
Kimberly. Still no Dick. We can even 
add to Rich and make Richie just as 
we form Robbie from Rob. Alas, 
options are running out. We are left 
with the Beth from Elizabeth exam-
ple. Take away the first three letters 
of Richard and you get Hard. My 
friends, I think we've struck gold. 
Yet consider the reason the edu-
cational books provide; Dick rhymes 
with Rich. That sounds close but if 
you ask me, I'd say the exact rhyme 
would have to keep the -ch ending 
(sound in choo-choo train), and not 
the -ck (as in Rick). Now, do you 
know anyone named Dich? You may 
ditch class, ditch your date but you 
don't ditch Dich. Then, I had an 
epiphany. You can follow the rhyme 
scheme! Here's a hypothetical: Beth 
is darning Richard's socks using a 
pin. She pricks her finger. In order 
for the pin to prick it must be hard so 
something hard will prick, and a prick 
rhymes with ... EUREKA! Dick! 
Okay, we've made some 
progress. Boys and girls, we now 
understand how the last four letters 
of Richard erect Dick. Nevertheless, 
it still doesn't explain why we get the 
"sillies" when we hear someone is 
named Dick. To understand this phe-
nomena, we must travel back in the 
slang time-machine to the 1600's. 
That's where prick first popped up 
into use. Apparently, prick became a 
nickname for a certain body part 
(which some fellows still name today 
example, Mr. Winky). Thus, it's not 
Dick's fault that he was given a name 
with such a sexual connotation. 
Let's pretend that in 1485, 
Queen Victoria named her body part 
(that rhymes with pagina). She 
decided it was to be called "tane." 
Hmm, tane rhymes with Jane. Still 
not the same? Well, for better illus-
tration we'll make use of a famous 
saying from the movie Kindergarten 
Cop. "Boys have a penis and girls 
have a Jane." 
Considering what we've just 
learned, that famous children's book 
suddenly comes into a whole new 
light. You know the one. See Dick. 
See Jane. See Dick and Jane run. ■ 
WORDS, PHOTOS: Suzette Lopez 
I still hear the waves splash, smell the salty beach air, and see the local 
street vendor wave small bags of freshly cut sugarcane to all who come near. 
I see another who waves giant green coconuts, recently chopped from a tree 
with his giant machete. I know later he will break them open, carve out the 
meat, and drench it with hot sauce and lime juice, a quick snack. The local 
fishermen pull giant nets onto the beach, revealing tons of fish flopping in 
every direction. Elderly women standing by grab at the catch and argue wildly 
with the fishermen in Spanish. My younger brother runs past, madly dribbling 
a soccer ball in a fierce game with the local children. He doesn't know 
Spanish, but the universal language of futbol requires no words. I sigh and sit 
in peace, the blazing sun cooking my skin until I am almost dark enough to 
pass as a native. 
As I was growing up, Mexico was my second home. My family's trips to 
the country were as normal as other families' trips to the beach. My father 
grew up in Mexico, and our family there is extensive, ranging from the small 
towns in the mountains to the huge city of Guadalajara. To many, Mexico is a 
place of poverty and cheap labor, but to me, it's much more than that. Ifs an 
amazing world of food, bright, colorful dances, and open-air markets packed 
with toys and oddities. 
In the mornings, we would waken to a table filled with various breads, 
freshly squeezed orange juice, and a strange sweet drink made from rice. 
Much of the Mexican culture revolves around food and the art of mixing fla-
A popular form of local transportation 
A local craftsman perfects his skills 
vors. My abuelita was a culinary mas-
ter, and she would begin early creating 
the huge dinner we would have in the 
afternoon. She would make fresh 
tamales (spicy chicken rolled in corn 
dough and steamed in corn husks) and 
mole (a thick spicy dish that always 
made having water nearby a necessi-
ty). 
We would go to the open-air mar-
ket for supplies and groceries every 
day. Small booths were set up with an 
array of curious fruits and headless 
chickens hanging by their feet. Large 
Mexican women would yell prices as 
they commented on the quality of the 
food, while others rushed by, carrying 
bags of groceries. Thinking back on it, 
sanitation was probably less than opti-
mal, but in those days I never seemed 
to care about the cleanliness. 
The candy shops were my 
favorite. They were a kid's dream 
come true. My mom taught me how to 
ask for my favorite candies in Spanish 
and how to count out pesos. My 
favorite candy was cajeta, which is a 
candied goat's milk that came in a 
wooden box. We would break little 
pieces off the lids with which to scoop 
Cathedrals tower over the busy streets 
up the soft candy. I would also ask for 
mazapans, ground peanut candies that 
stick to the roof of your mouth if you 
eat them too quickly. 
At night a thick fog would roll in, 
and we'd sit lazily outside, talking as 
the cool mist hit our faces. Sometimes 
we would hear a shrill whistle through 
the fog, and we'd run to meet a local 
vendor selling steamed bananas cov-
ered with honey. The smell of the 
warm bananas would follow me into an 
exhausted sleep. 
I went back to Mexico over 
Christmas break, and found that little 
had changed. The food was still 
amazing, the markets still busy, and 
the vendors still bargaining and lower-
ing their prices with every step you 
take away from them. The poverty 
was still there as well; it hit hard when 
a little boy, no more than two years old, 
pulled on Aaron's shorts, holding out a 
tiny, dirt encrusted hand. Aaron quickly 
pulled out his change and gave it to 
the boy to avoid being caught in his 
sad eyes. The trip brought back amaz-
ing childhood memories, and Mexico 
returned the smile to my eyes. It is my 
home. IJ 
WORDS: Lindsey Barnhill 
An OPEN sign, in typical neon fash-
ion, lit up the dreary highway. Two vans 
were parked in the driveway, and my 
compact car • fit snugly between a small 
tree and the Ford Aerostar on the left. 
"I'm so glad I didn't come by myself,'1 I
nervously muttered to Betsy and Leigh 
Ann. Honestly, t didn't even notice the 
rain falling around me; rny stomach was 
in my throat. Through the mini blinds on 
the "reading" 
room window, I could see two women 
perched on a couch focused intently on 
one another. We reached the door and 
plunged in. 
As we waited in the living room, we 
watched Sister Laura's big screen TV and 
chatted with another client waiting in line. 
Lyrics from a Nelfy song drifted into the 
room and caught my attention, The 
music was coming from a bedroom oppo-
site me, not too far from an odd lamp that 
looked like something straight out of 
Beetlejuice. 
l'm sure you've noticed 
the psychic Sister Laura, locat-
ed on highway 544, near the 
Socastee bridge. Like many other 
college students, I was curious to 
experience a psychic encounter, 
and even more 
eager to 
, prove her 
·.· ,wrong, 
: but 
· first 
tiere is 
a fitUe 
learned about 
Sister Laura's 
thoughts: 
• ''Tarot cards are 
a hotline to 
Laura explained to 
me. 
That's why she 
uses regular play-
ing cards instead. 
She is a self.,pro-
claimed "Christian psychic," and believes 
that tarot cards are witchcraft. 
•Sister Laura says her power comes from 
God. She claims that no one comes to 
her by mistake; God sends them to her. 
A native of Horry County, she says her 
powers were, " .. .inherited from her moth-
er and grandmother." 
•Approximately eighty-five percent of 
Sister Laura's clients are college stu-
dents, and she speciatizes in palmread-
ings, face readings, and crystalgazing. 
Sister Laura can foretelt events that 
wifl happen to you in one year, three 
years, five years, ten years, or your entire 
lifespan. 
So what does Sister Laura think of 
self-proclaimed phone psychics like, the 
scandalous Miss Cteo, who has two law-
suits filed against her for false advertis .. 
ing, fraud, and swindling? Her opinion is 
that the television psychics are not •ithe 
real thing." Why then should we believe 
that Sister Laura herself possesses true 
psychic abiHty? How can one teU the dif-
ference between a real psychic and a 
phony? Don't they all just leave you with 
generalizations once they have your 
money? "Come in for a reading first, 
then make youropinion," she simply stat-
ed. 
So it was my turn, but I couldn't do it. 
So you'll just have to judge for yoursetf 
with the one piece of information J did 
get. 
She left me with her prediction for 
Coastal; you decide its worthiness: 1'finan• 
cially, the university wm expand tremen-
dously." Well I don't know about you, but 
that clears it up for me. Anyone stiff 
skeptical about psychics? ■ 

So basically there are two choices ; 
learn to do it yourself , or alter your 
body with plastic . Maybe if I got a 
tummy tuck , the physician could tattoo 
me a second belly button! However, 
I'm happy with one, and instead, got 
tattooed over break in Florida. 
FLORIDA TOO FAR? RISK YOUR 
LIFE AT HOME!!! 
There are many experienced and 
talented underground tattoo artists right 
here in Myrtle Beach. Although , from 
my ink-witness accounts , I wouldn 't 
recommend it to those valuing their 
lives and health. Close encounter 
number one: meet Mr. X. He's a biker 
that I met last year in the bar where I 
work. I mentioned to him that I wanted 
to get a tattoo. Well, Mr. X informed 
me that since being released from 
prison, he has started tattooing again. 
It gives him something to do since he 
lost his leg in that accident. The only 
problem was that I wouldn't be able to 
contact him by phone to make an 
appointment. You see, Mr. X lives out 
in the middle of farm country and does-
n't have a phone. He thought the 
phone was his only problem. I must 
have misheard the middle of 
nowhere/prison part. In this situation, I 
thought less about infection and more 
about my LIFE! 
Close encounter 2: Meet Mr. Y. 
Mr. Y is a highly skilled tattoo artist. 
I've seen Mr. Y in action at a certain 
"venue where music is played." He 
was working on the "lead vocalist" of a 
band that was performing at said 
"venue where music is played." 
Although I was impressed with the tat-
too , my brain couldn't ignore that the 
artist worked from a large gym bag 
(which had seen more New Years Eve 
celebrations than Dick Clark). I 
remember what I kept in my gym bag; 
do you? A portable tattoo artist is 
appealing but this "lead vocalist" was 
taking more sanitary risk than I'd ever 
dare. So where does that leave the 
precautionary Coastal student ventur-
ing for a far more hygienic experience? 
MAKE LIKE AN ILLEGAL ALIEN AND 
JUMP THE BORDER. 
If you have a car and are willing to 
drive 45 miles, High Energy Tattoos 
and Body Piercing is the place for you. 
There are numerous benefits such as 
civilization , a trained artist , and an 
actual store. 
On February 2nd, four dedicated 
TEMPO staff members (plus a friend) 
made the pilgrimage North. All road 
trips are exciting and this one certainly 
didn't fail to entertain. On the way 
there, we passed an accident , and 
returning home, we swerved past 
"Roadkill Kitty" gasping for its last 
breath -- and people think tattoos are 
rough. 
There were two missions at hand. 
We needed some information about 
body art, and staff writer Suzette Lopez 
needed pain for pleasure, a tattoo. 
And you know, as soon as we entered , 
guess who we saw? Two Coastal stu-
dents! By random chance, we wit-
nessed sophomore Everett Flowers 
getting a tattoo on his ankle. 
After looking around for a bit, and 
making a quick stop at the ATM, Suze 
was ready to put her foot on the line. 
While she was quietly enduring the 
pain, we questioned the tattoo artist 
named K.C. 
K.C. has been tattooing for three 
years and loves his work . He "wouldn't 
give it up for nothing. I mean hell, I 
used to pour concrete before this and 
I'm not going back." I mentioned to 
K.C. what I've seen of the underground 
scene. He agreed about the danger 
and added , "Guys are out there doing it 
with guitar strings. That's just asking 
for trouble ." Not forgetting about the 
customer in the chair, he told Suze, 
"We feel your pain, just not now." A 
statement he has every right to make, 
considering he stopped counting his 
own tattoos after the number passed 
fourteen. 
"STERILIZATION IS LIKE 
PREGNANCY: EITHER YOU ARE OR 
YOU AREN'T." 
This quote was taken off a sheet 
displayed on the front desk of High 
Energy. There were many other safety 
guidelines that indicated what to look 
for when getting a tattoo . In addition to 
the list, tattoo permits were displayed 
on the establishment's walls. If you 
think you can get completely sauced 
and wake up with a parrot tattoo on 
your ass, you had better think again. 
K.C pointed out that drunks are 
obnoxious , and should the inebriated 
persuade an artist to cooperate , they 
will end up with a poor quality tattoo. 
"The tattoo doesn't leave a good quali-
ty because the blood pushes out the 
ink." K.C. once had a guy come in and 
ask, "Can I get a too-tat?" The answer 
was obviously "no" and the dyslexic 
drunk was asked to leave. So remem-
ber kids: if, in your drunken stupor, you 
stumble into High Energy wanting a 
tattoo , you'd better stumble your butt 
back out because you don't stand a 
chance. 
A GLIMMER OF INK ON THE 
HORIZON. 
If you drive a hooptie and it can't 
make the border jump , there is still 
hope. In April 2001, S. 49 (legislation 
which would legalize tattooing for per-
sons over 21 years of age) passed the 
Senate. However, it remains in the 
House Committee on Medical, Military, 
Public and Municipal Affairs . The bill is 
completely detailed at www.scstate-
house.net. This bill would enforce 
strict regulations for the tattoo parlor 
and artist. Section 44-34-50 states: A 
tattoo artist must be at least twenty-
one years old and must possess a cur-
rent First Aid Certification and Adult 
Cardiopulmonary Resuscitation (CPR) 
Certification. 
It goes further to require courses 
in blood borne pathogens and training 
in tattooing safety precautions. Also, 
the younger crowd can still get a tattoo 
as long as a legal guardian is present , 
or gives notarized permission. 
TIRED OF DELAY? TAKE ACTION! 
If you think the process is not 
moving quickly enough , find out who 
your local representatives are and 
express your opinion. If you feel bold-
er, write a letter to the governor 
because according to Section 3 of the 
amended bill, "This act takes effect 
upon approval of the Governor." An 
intelligent , well written letter may war-
rant notice. 
I can't sum up this legal limbo with 
my knowledge , so I'll leave you with 
the voice of reason: Dad. I asked him 
if he would rather have a daughter with 
a tattoo or a daughter who jiggles her 
ta-tas for cash. He responded , "I'd 
take the tattoo , not the jiggle. " ~ 
WORDS: Anonymous 
ad a new 
year with an old problem. The problem: 
the Confederate flag, ne National 
Association of the Advan ement of 
Colored People (NAACP), a d the 
European-American Unity an Rights 
Qrganization (EURO). 
It all began in 1999, when the 
NAACP anooU(lced that they would 
boycott Soutti ar01'na if the 
Confederate Flag re ai ed on the 
dome of the State Hous . six-month 
protest ensued, and in July o 200Q, the 
flag was removed from the top of h 
State House and legislative chambers 
to the Confederate Memorial, which is 
on the state house grounds. When this 
happened, many people thought that 
the conflict was over, but they were 
wrong. The NAACP was not pleased by 
this move. They wanted the 
Confederate flag completely removed 
from the State House grounds. They felt 
that the flag should be in a museum, 
agreeing that many people see it as a 
representation of the South's history. 
The issue still stands today, and 
the NAACP with the help of EURO, 
are demonstrating their disdain, 
by stationing themselves at 
rest stops in South 
Carolina, in an 
effort to con-
vince people ot to spend money int e 
state. These groups' efforts, however, 
are not progressi g without a fight. 
State Attorney General Charlie Condon 
says that the protests are illegal, and 
that a law uit will ensue against the 
organizations if they do not stop this 
activity. Dwight James, director of South 
Carolina's NAACP, says their protests 
are leg II~ protected by free speech 
and that the impending lawsuit will not 
deter their actions. 
I have read many entrie · about this 
issue through several sources of media. 
It seems that this whole ordeal has 
cause a greater rift between the races 
throughout South Carolina. So in order 
to see how Coastal Carolina University 
students view thi orcteal, I decidec:i to 
question natives of t e State and 
those from other regions. 
Marcia Paul, born 
and raised in South 
Carolina, told 
me exact-
ly 
what she thinks about the flag debate. 
Sh states that we should, "let sleeping 
dog . lie It's a flag, let it be. It was a 
part of the history of the state. It was 
not there to oppress anyone." When I 
asked her what does she think about 
the NAACP, she said hat the, "NAACP 
i · running out of crusades, SQ th 're 
grabbing anything. They are hurting 
African Americans instead of aiding 
them." I also asked ber what the 
flag represented to her, RS -
sonally. She said, "Do 't 
bury it and forget it 
It should sym-
bolize 
some-
thing 
that should 
not be repeated 
and if it r:emained in 
view, it would make black 
people stand up f9r themselves. " 
Lee Melvin, originally of 
Connecticut, says that the flag "shouldn't 
be a symbol of ou state. It is not a sym-
bol of unity, but a symbol of separation. 
Unfortunately white su rem~cy groups 
took the flag and turned it into a &ymbol 
0f hate and a racist-type slogan. "Fha •~ 
hy the flag should be removed from 
State House grounds." When asked 
where would she like to see the flag sta-
tioned, she said that "if there was a 
Confederate museum, then it should go 
there." 
Special 
Rogers, originally 
of New York, says that 
t e flag_ should be removed. 
When I aske her if she support-
ed the NAACP and their actions, she 
said that she is a member of the NAACP 
and that stte supports the group enti'rel~. 
Special stated f rther that the flag sym-
bolizes hate. She says that it is "a red 
light ... put p to remind blacks that this 
happened to you and we're not ashamed 
of it." 
Tracy Clemons, a native of South 
Carolina, believes that the flag should go 
back up on top of the State House. "If the 
Americ n flag is a symbol of the pas , 
why can't the Confederate Flag [repre-
sent the same thing], :rracy states. "It 
represents Southern heritage and our 
history. The KKK made the lag into a 
racial symbol, it was not supposed to be 
that way. It is a constant reminder to the 
North that if the South is threatened, that 
the South will react. Don't pusn us 
around." 
The recent boycotts of SoutH 
Carolina 
by the NAACP 
and EURO have 
caused even more ten-
sion between blacks and 
whites in the state and abroad. It 
seems that the whole issue has been 
blown out of context by both sides in 
general. First of all, the NAACP should 
be concerned about the issue of the high 
death rate of blacks with the AIDS virus 
in South Carolina. We rank fourth in the 
nation. We also rank number one for dia-
betes and high blood pressure in the 
nation. This situation is significant 
enough that many consider it a form of 
genocide. The NAACP should attack the 
issues that actually harm African-
Americans, especially in this state. But 
they instead spend time and energy 
co p ain'ng about a flag waving on top 
of a State House. Meanwhile, children 
wave their arrns for help in schools, med-
ical attention, and ther: necessities. This 
w ole matter was blown out of propor-
tio and it seems that things wm only get 
worse in years to come. 
Whether: you view the flag as a sym-
bol of heritage or hate, it still represents 
history and culture. What would you do if 
someone told ou to be ashamed of your 
forefathers and their symbol of pride? 
Would you agree and bow down, or 
would you ight with all of your might? I 
don't think that this issue will ever go 
away, I think that this is only the begin-
ning. ■ 
◄WHAT'S ! i'JYOURH EA.D?~ 
vvo:--:.iu:::i: Rebecca Wright 
With its array of students originating from all parts 
of the country and globe, one might believe that the 
music scene on CCU's campus would be a fanatic's 
dream. But instead, it turns out to be a disappointment. 
Several volumes ago, Tempo magazine produced a 
questionnaire asking students what type of music they 
would listen to if we had a college radio program. The 
majority of the students claimed that they would 
prefer Top 40 (ie: Brittany Spears, 'N Sync, 
Backstreet Boys, O-Town, Ricky Martin) and similar 
music. It surprised me that our diverse college campus 
would just like to listen to "the norm" in music, especial-
ly since college students are supposed to be unique, 
listening to whatever they want without worrying about 
being accepted by the "in" crowd. But, I guess I have to 
wake up to reality. 
Many people on campus do listen to Rap (very 
rarely Hip-Hop, because Rap and Hip-Hop are two
0
sep-
arate entities entirely), R&B, Heavy Metal, Country, 
Rock, and Alternative music as well, but they do not 
constitute the majority. What is really shocking is the 
reason that students liked the music. They listen to it for 
the beat, disregarding the lyrical content of the song. 
Yes, the beat catches your ear, but the lyrics of a 
song are its heart. If we don't listen to the words of 
the song, then what are we learning? Or do we just 
listen to songs that talk about money, clothes, and 
hoes, for the beat, ignoring the artists who warn of a 
great monstrosity in the musical industry? Look 
what happened to Rage Against the Machine; look at 
Public Enemy; they were doing their own unique thing, 
but it had to happen underground because they are ene- . 
mies of the mainstream pop culture that is afraid of the 
truth these groups throw in its face. 
It's scary to realize what we're listening to. Are we 
listening to things that will lift society, or drag it down? 
What can we do to make a difference? The old rap, in 
which the artists sing about their own lives, has been 
lost. Today's musicians are simply imitators, fiction-
al characters aspiring for the respect bestowed on 
past rappers. Young generations are the ones who buy 
the albums -- if they don't hear a clear message in the 
music, what are they going to think? What are we teach-
ing them? Are we agreeing that it's okay to be a slave 
for you? Man, please! Artistic license my butt! What 
happened to music? What happened to variety? What 
happened? ~ 
And yet, we wonder why America is being degraded 
by this new generation of children who would rather kill 
first and ask questions later. How did this happen? I'll 
tell you: we are teaching them shallowness and conform-
ity. Just listen to the music that accompanies the beat. 
Songs are no longer about the facets of real life, such as 
lost love, politics, and awareness. If we turn on the 
radio and listen to a song, can we really determine 
whether the "artist" is singing about love or sex? Is 
it objectivity or hate? Regardless, this is what we 
are feeding our children. These are songs that don't 
care about the real world. Believe it or not, many artists 
won't even allow their own kids to listen to their music, or 
any other music they deem inappropriate. They under-
stand what's happening; why can't we comprehend? 
WORDS: Suzette Lopez 
A recent study found that 1 in 285 
people in the world are born identical 
twins. In the United States alone this 
number reached 1 in every 150 
births.(Mulitiples.about.com) With these 
statistics in mind, I went in search of twins 
at Coastal armed with questions about 
how their "twindom" has affected them 
throughout their lives. 
Brian and Alan Shaw are computer 
science majors who have recently started 
a programming and web design business 
together. They were born three minutes 
apart in Connecticut, moved to Iowa and 
eventually found a home in South 
Carolina. Both of them decided to attend 
Coastal because of the facilities and 
adjustments that were readily made for 
Brian's blindness. Neither of them ever 
really considered Brian to have a handi-
cap, but the adjustments both 
have made brought 
them very 
close. 
They have many similar interests. Both 
enjoy showing horses (recently making it 
to the Grand Championships) and volun-
teering at Dreamcatchers, a program 
designed to help the handicapped through 
the use of horses. Even though they are 
more similar than not, the Shaw brothers 
insisted that there are several big differ-
ences between them. 
Alan is very business oriented, enjoy-
ing the work required to run their busi-
ness. Brian loves HAM radio, a radio over 
which amateurs can broadcast, and poli-
tics, so he can have a hand in change. 
Being together at Coastal has given them 
a unique support system that has helped 
them succeed. When asked what the 
worst aspect of being a twin is, Brian 
smiled and replied, "Hmmm. There's a 
downside to it?" They both agreed it was 
a more of a gift than anything else. 
Marcus and John Wu are computer 
science majors who have lived in South 
Carolina throughout their lives. Marcus is 
four minutes older than John, a fact that 
he often uses to claim seniority. They 
chose to come to Coastal because they 
are extremely close and work well togeth-
er. 
Recently, in a computer programming 
contest, they decided to work as a team 
and placed third in the South East. 
Despite being very shy (a fact to which 
both admit) they were able to make 
friends quickly at Coastal because of the 
curiosity caused when seen together. 
Since there is almost no difference 
between the appearances of the Wu 
brothers, many people get them confused 
outside of class. They both agreed that 
being misidentified doesn't annoy them, 
but that explaining the 
mistake can get 
repetitive. 
They nor-
mally don't use their 
similar appearances to play jokes on 
others, although they did trade places 
once when returning home and even 
managed to confuse their mother. 
Despite the few physical differences 
between the Wu brothers they see one 
another as being very unique and indi-
vidual. 
John jokingly commented about 
his experiences being a twin saying 
that he and Marcus " .. have never been 
in a Double Mint commercial." John 
and Marcus stressed that they are best 
friends and work wonderfully together 
because of this close friendship. 
Meagan and Erin Stevens have 
grown up in South Carolina, but when 
choosing colleges, Meagan chose 
College of Charleston and Erin chose 
Coastal. They felt that after so much 
school together, it was a time for 
change and a little independence from 
one another. After the first semester, 
however, Meagan realized that College 
of Charleston was not the school for 
her, and transferred to Coastal. They 
are very similar, but they also work dili-
gently at defining themselves individu-
ally. They agreed that the most annoy-
ing part of being twins was that they 
were always considered "the redhead-
ed twins" and not as "Erin" or 
"Meagan." It sometimes led to identity 
issues, so they enjoy trying different 
things to help develop their separate 
personalities. At Coastal, Erin is 
majoring in recreation and Meagan is 
majoring in biology. Obviously they 
both have very different interests for 
their life goals. 
Erin and Meagan joked about how 
they fight over the smallest, meaning-
less things, yet are always able make 
up after-
wards. In the 
future, they do not foresee 
separating too much, but they don't 
see themselves living together. They 
joked and commented together, "We 
don't want to be the lonely old twins 
down the street." " ... with the five 
dogs!" " ... and the two cats ... " "No, no 
cats!" "Ok, no cats." They are able to 
show their strong connection through 
their sense of humor about being 
twins, while maintaining very different 
lives. 
We think of twins as being so simi-
lar to each other and so different than 
everyone else. In reality, they say that 
the bond is just like anyone else's 
bond to their brother or sister. They 
can finish each other's sentences, but 
still fight over who gets the remote. 
Meagan summed up being a twin 
when she stated, "What is it like not to 
have a twin? It is what we know!" II 
Photos: Yosi Benezra 
ng With depression 
Michael Slattery 
The signs can be difficult to recog-
nize. Not that you don't notice a 
change, but what do you do when sud-
denly your friend turns into someone 
you don't know? You think "Ah, they're 
just having a bad week." You never 
even realize that being persistent 
and making them deal could save 
their college career, their sanity, or 
their life. Bipolar disorder is out 
there, and it affects over 2 million 
Americans. 
For nearly two years, I lived 
with one of my best friends here 
at Coastal. We hung out daily, 
joined the same fraternity, and 
spent endless hours just talking 
about everything from reli-
gion to the signifi-
cance of 
green Jell-0 being served constantly in the Commons. Our first 
two years here at Coastal went relatively smooth; he took his 
medicine most of the time and was fairly successful and was 
involved with a lot of things on campus. But by Fall 2000, the 
situation started deteriorating. The change started so slowly 
it seemed that even those closest to him had trouble seeing 
what he was going through. And who were we to argue 
with the excuses he gave us for never being around any 
more. 
My other roommates and I first noticed an odd 
change when he stopped coming out and hanging 
with us when we were all relaxing in living room, 
you know watching TV, playing card games 
etc.... We didn't think anything of it. Afterall, 
he was taking his toughest course load yet, 
and had a lot of work to finish. Then we 
noticed that he wasn't up in the morn-
ings as we left to go to class. We 
knew he had been getting up the 
same time we did to make it to the 
early classes; so where was he? 
We talked to him about it, and 
agreed to knock on his door 
every morning to make sure 
he was awake so as not to 
miss class. We just 
assumed it was the 
medication that was 
knocking him out. 
We didn't know he 
had stopped tak-
ing it. The 
method 
worked for 
awhile, 
we'd get 
him up 
and 
he 
would go to class. Then a couple of mornings he didn't. We just 
figured "Hey, he wanted to sleep in a couple of times. No big 
deal- everyone does it." I think we all started getting a little wor-
ried, but we didn't know what we could do about it. If he wasn't 
going to class surely some professor would do something about 
it. 
It kept getting slowly worse and worse. Not only did he stop 
getting up in the mornings, but often he would not answer his 
door at all- any time of the day. We knew he was home, but 
somehow we hadn't seen our roommate for days at a time. He 
took a lot of "long baths," he said, "to relax." We should have 
done something, but we just didn't know what to do, or if it was 
our right to intrude. Finally, one event put us over the edge. 
He was drinking a little and began worrying those nearby 
with comments about his depression and how much life was 
causing him pain, that night we finally saw what he was doing 
during those long baths; we saw the self-inflicted slashes on his 
arms. He had been wearing long sleeves to hide them from us. 
Swift action was taken, and one of us contacted his parents let-
ting them know their son was in serious danger. Soon after we 
lost our friend; his parents came, picked him up, and taken him 
back home. 
We were glad to see our friend go. We weren't mad with 
him, he couldn't control his actions. His manic depressive 
episodes were far beyond anything we had ever dealt with, and 
we didn't have the strength to force him to take the medication. 
We knew that under the supervision of his parents he could have 
the order that we couldn't provide; we knew if we hadn't caught it 
when we did the outcome could have been much, much worse. 
Do you know someone like this? Are you someone like 
this? Just know that if you have a loved one suffering from this 
disease that you could be their last thread of hope. Your actions 
could save someone you love, simply by being there and letting 
a professional know what's happening. Don't wait like we did. 
Don't let them ruin their college experience; don't let them 
endanger their life. Help them in any way you can. A great 
resource for testing whether you have bipolar disorder and how 
to get help is http://www.psycom.net/depression.central.bipolar. 
html. You just might save yourself or someone you love. 
tempo_19 
interviews our new head football coach and gets the goods on 
what's to come. 
We all knew it was coming: Football. 
Since being announced on November 1 oth 
1999 we knew that Coastal would have a 
team by Fall 2003. The biggest step to 
getting a team together and preparing 
was taken in the past year, hiring a head 
coach. Coach Bennett joined the Coastal 
family on December 21st of 2001. I had a 
chance to sit down with Coach Bennett 
and have him answer some questions 
about the football program, and Coastal. 
C: When I went off to college, I 
wanted to be one of three things: a lawyer, 
a preacher, or a coach. I saw all those big 
books I had to read to be a lawyer. And I 
decided enjoyed sports too much, and I 
said, "I don't have time to read all those 
books!" They wouldn't let me be a preach-
er, so I was stuck being a coach. 
C: I think it's one of the best-kept 
secrets in the nation. A lot of people do 
not know what a good school it is. I did 
not know it until I went through the inter- • 
view and met the people. Number one, 
the location is great. Number two: the 
buildings here are outstanding. Number 
three: the people put the exclamation 
point on the emphasis of a quality educa-
tion. A lot of people don't know it. They 
think CCU is a party school , but it's not 
like that. It's nothing like that. The best 
thing I like about it has a state supported 
price but operates like a private school. 
With 4,800 students, the average class 
size of 19, and the administration is just a 
wonderful environment to come and learn. 
I just think that the kids need to come and 
see it, and when they meet the people 
they will realize how great of an institution 
it is. 
C: Well, we are certainly going to 
strive to build a championship program. 
But the first year, having eighteen and 
nineteen year olds out there playing 
against twenty and twenty-one year olds, 
it's going to be a great challenge. In 
coaching , this is the ultimate challenge: 
to start building a program from the 
ground up. But it's not my program, it's 
our program; the state of sc, administra-
tion, faculty, community, it's our program. 
We feel like we're very fortunate and very 
blessed with this opportunity. We feel like 
it was the good Lord's will for us to take 
this opportunity. My wife and I talked 
about it, prayed about it a long time. We 
established our program at Catawba 
College, and now someone on that staff 
stays there to continue the traditions that 
we started there. We want to start a tradi-
tion here. To put our program into effect, 
it's a total group effort. 
A: Is the schedule set for the first 
year? 
C: Pretty much. It's not set in 
stone, but there is a rough sketch. 
The opening game right now is 
scheduled for September 6, 2003 at 
home vs. Newberry College. 
A: Do we expect to see any big 
state schools on there? Like 
Clemson or USC? 
C: Not right off. We won't have 
any seniors until 2006. 
A: What are your expectations for 
the first season? 
C: To play hard every play and 
to help the young men become 
stronger in character. To try to win 
every game we play. 
A: What are your thoughts on the 
Chanticleer? 
C: To me, I think it's a tradition, 
and suits me fine. I know there are 
some things in the works for a new 
drawing of the Chanticleer. To me, 
it's kind of a conversation piece. 
People ask me, "What is the chanti-
cleer?" And I tell them it's the tough-
est rooster of all. 
It sings louder and prouder than 
any other rooster. Now, I know peo-
ple around here think the Gamecock 
is the top rooster of all, but we just 
might have to get Chanticleer and a 
Gamecock go at it see. I think the 
mascot fits because it is classy. I 
think it fits the university. I think it's 
kind of neat. 
A: How are we going to bring in 
fans from the community on 
Saturdays? 
C: I think that a lot of that will 
be done in marketing, but I think 
number one, they've waited a long 
time to get a local, college football 
team. Number two; Dr. lngle's idea 
of having night games in September, 
October, and November is a good 
idea. I know there are a lot of 
families who would like to come out 
at 5:00, tailgate a little bit, and watch 
a college football game. I think it's 
going to be a great atmosphere to 
build school unity, school spirit, and 
to bring the community and the 
University even closer together. 
A: Will the games be aired on the 
radio? 
C: Yes, they will be aired on the 
radio. Maybe some TV spots later 
on down the line, but to start the pro-
gram, we just want to get out there 
and try to win some football games. 
Down the road, they'll see how excit-
ing it is to come to a Coastal football 
game. 
A: Will there be walk-on spots 
available? 
C: Oh yeah, with us signing 
fifteen young guys, and the NCAA 
limit is 90 players, other people can 
come out if they like. With fifteen 
signees, we need guys. Here's the 
thing: we don't like saying walk-on, 
cause we are going to treat every-
body like they're our own son. We 
like treating everybody like some-
body special. 
A: So what should a student do if 
they want to try out for the team? 
C: We're thinking of having a 
meeting in April for anybody that is 
on campus who wants to be a part of 
the football program. A lot of places 
already have established programs, 
but this is going to be history. This 
first group that comes out will be the 
first team. We're going to make his-
tory, and it'll be something that can 
never be taken away from them. 
A: What will the schedule be for 
the team next year? 
C: We will practice Mondays 
through Thursdays and most 
Fridays we will scrimmage here. 
There will be two Fridays that we 
will scrimmage at Conway High and 
Carolina Forest before their football 
games, at 6:00 pm. When 
Socastee has on~ off night, they 
will bring in little league players, 
and we will have an autograph 
session with our players. Then we 
will scrimmage that night. Also, 
there are two Saturdays when 
Clemson and USC will be away, and 
we're going to have an afternoon 
scrimmage. We will invite the com-
munity and students to a picnic to 
come out and watch the scrimmage. 
rl 
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Photos courtesy of Rebecca Parker, Jaison Eaddy, 
and Chrissy Stover. Opening by Suzette Lopez . 
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Imagine being in a place where all 
those around you speak what seems to 
be a form of jibberish and all the habits, 
food, and traditions to which you are 
accustomed are only a TV fantasy. Some 
students at Coastal have been able to 
experience these differences in cultures 
and have returned to share these experi-
ences with the rest of us. 
surprised to find they have a similar 
lifestyle to that of Americans. Most of the 
Spaniards live in apartment buildings that 
look similar to those in the United States, 
but the dining room and family room func-
tion as one. 
When I first arrived, the similarities 
made it hard to believe that I was really in 
Spain. It really hit me when I saw all of the 
signs written in Spanish. The first big 
obstacle, and one of the hardest things to 
adapt to, was the speed with which the 
people spoke their native tongue. I had a 
lot of Spanish background before taking 
the trip, but I knew that I would have to 
focus in on every work to truly under-
stand. 
Spain, by Jaison Eaddy 
I travelled to Spain through a program 
called International Studies Abroad (ISA) 
at Coastal Carolina University. I studied in 
Salamanca, Spain. It was a life changing 
event. 
Before leaving for Spain, I envisioned 
run-down homes and dirt road neighbor-
hoods. I soon found out that my percep-
tions were grossly inaccurate, and was 
Jaison Eaddy living it up in the 
Spanish sunshine. 
The locals stared at me wherever I 
went, which gave me a very uneasy feel-
ing until my director told me that all for-
eigners were staring at me because of 
skin color, style of clothes, and especially 
the foreign accents. 
.• ; 
In Spain, most of the stores close at 
2 p.m. to allow everyone time to go home 
and eat lunch with their families, and they 
would re-open at 4:30 or 5 p.m. It was 
something I had to get used to so I was-
n't always showing up at the stores when 
they were closed. I did enjoy taking the 
daily siesta. It wasn't long before I under-
stood the reason behind siestas. The 
nightlife is crazy, but in a good sense. It 
became habit for me to receive only 3 or 
4 hours of sleep before having to wake 
up for class after a long night of socializ-
ing. The night activities lasted until 7 
a.m. and in some places even later. The 
Spaniards have a saying that they, 
" ... work to live and not live to work." They 
worked just enough to pay off their bills 
and be able to party, and they didn't take 
their job farther than that. 
I strongly suggest that everyone take 
advantage of opportunities to travel out-
side of the U.S. The knowledge of differ-
ent cultures gained through observation 
far exceeds that learned in a text. 
My experience helped me to under-
stand the struggles that visitors to the US 
face. I was able to experience how learn-
ing a foreign language builds bridges and 
opens up more lines of communication. I 
learned about other cultures and their tra-
ditions. I will never forget it. 
Jamaica, with Rebecca Parker 
Stepping off the airplane in Charlotte, 
I realized I was back in the "real" world. 
Well, actually the American "real" world. 
During the prior two and a half 
weeks I had been living at a marine lab in 
Discovery Bay, Jamaica. I had a roof over 
my head, a bed, and plenty of food. The 
showers were cold, but after three days I 
loved them. There were no televisions 
and the internet was a tad bit slow. None 
of this mattered, however. I happened to 
be in, I thought, a present day paradise. 
Every morning I woke up with the 
sun and prepared my SCUBA gear for an 
early morning dive. Getting up that early 
and jumping in the water was really 
refreshing. Once underneath the surface, 
a whole new life was revealed. I felt privi-
leged to be a part of this underwater 
world of blue, huge purple tub sponges 
and red finger sponges, colorful coral, 
and yellow and black striped damselfish. 
It gave me a real sense of the much larg-
er environment of which we are a part. 
When not under water, I would sit in the 
rock garden surrounded by a tangled web 
of mangrove trees and gaze out at the 
clear, turquoise waters. Below me, would 
be numerous neon and striped fish swim-
ming by, darting in and out of rock 
crevices. This was definitely one of those 
Corona commercial kind of mornings, 
and it was like that every morning in 
Jamaica. 
Breakfast would consist of fresh 
pineapple and various other fruits picked 
right off the tree a day earlier. Throughout 
the day I would go on several dives and 
work on my research of sponges. Not 
everything was fun and games down 
there, but even when I was working I 
never had a feeling of stress or anxiety. It 
seemed that being in Jamaica refreshed 
and calmed me. 
Just sitting on the rocks, surrounded 
by the luscious green mangroves or div-
ing enclosed by the blue water made me 
think about how little time I spent just 
relaxing and reflecting. Everything and 
everyone in the United States is always 
rushed and hurried. There is never 
enough time to get everything done. In 
Jamaica, the waters were dotted by small 
wooden boats, manned by an older gen-
eration. They cast in their fish cages 
when the sun rose and pulled the day's 
catch in when the sun set. They had no 
business meetings to attend or appoint-
ments to make, just that one large fish to 
catch and sell at the market the next day. 
Americans spend very little time is taking 
in their surroundings and appreciating the 
beauty that is nature. 
At night I would sit with my friends 
on the dock, staring at the sky. No words 
were exchanged, just staring at the mil-
lions Qf tiny spots of light in the deep 
. .. 
blacks and blues of the night sky. We 
just appreciated the beauty of it all. I 
have found only a select few that can 
actually feel comfortable with silence. 
Stargazing is so difficult in most 
parts of our country. Flying over the 
Grand Strand I was disgusted with 
the amount of neon lights polluting 
the night sky. The pink and purple of 
the Dick's Pawn Shop sign was very 
vivid, a disturbing vision to say the 
least. It is not just Myrtle Beach, how-
ever. Every state has become so lit 
up that this form of pollution obscures 
the natural beauty. 
Appreciating nature and silence 
were not the only things I learned. 
While in Jamaica everything that 
could be used was to the fullest 
extent. Neither food, electricity nor 
water were wasted. It was as if every-
thing was precious. In the U.S. this is 
not the case. The shear quantity of 
one-time use items is staggering. Just 
about every product is manufactured 
for easy disposal regardless of 
whether it is still usable. 
Once all the work and tests were 
completed we got to take a break and 
go to one of the exclusive resorts. We 
experienced all the Spanish architec-
ture and Italian cuisine the place had to 
offer. This was not Jamaica. I felt as if I 
was locked in a gilded cage when the 
gates closed behind us. It was the only 
time I felt uncomfort-
able in Jamaica and I 
was surrounded by 
Americans. I got 
pushed around at 
the pool bar by a 
chunky drunk 
guy, was spo-
ken to rudely 
by a red-
- faced 
American 
women and had 
a float stolen by 
annoying, loud 
teenagers. Those 
that stay in one of 
these resorts and 
claim to be in para-
Get to know the locals! 
dise are sadly mistaken. Experiencing 
the country does not involve staying 
within the barricades that surround your 
compound. You will never fully appreci-
ate the beauty that the world has to 
offer looking through bars. 
As a group, we went into town a 
few times. This experience was totally 
new to me. I had been to flea markets 
and to farmer's markets, but I had 
never been to a market like this. Every 
step I took people were trying to get me 
to buy their bright colored skirts or 
hand-made wood carvings. Of course, 
all were made just for me even though I 
had seen the exact same wooden turtle 
five shops down. I was also told that 
the 15 children at home would starve if 
they did not peddle their goods. There 
were old, wrinkled gentleman whittling 
on wood or playing drums. Flowered 
skirts of yellow, blue, green and purple 
were blowing in the wind, and I, the 
pretty white girl, needed to come over 
and see what they had for me. It was 
obvious that Jamaica was a third-
world country. There were no sky-
scrapers or really fancy buildings, but 
this did not seem to bother its inhabi-
tants. Jamaica does have its problems 
with civil unrest, fighting and drugs, 
but overall, it was a peaceful country. 
Everyone I met was friendly and 
would acknowledge your existence in 
passing. 
The day we had to get on the 
plane and fly home, I cried. I sat on 
the dock and wished I could run into 
the mountains and lose myself. I knew 
that I had changed; that I viewed the 
world in a new way. It wasn't culture 
shock, but an epiphany. 
It took almost a week before I 
could re-acclimate to taking a warm 
shower. It took a few months before I 
was able to stomach a little grease in 
my food. I will always remember my 
life changing experiences in Jamaica. 
I appreciate my life and my surround-
ings more now and wish everyday that 
I could go back to that simpler life; back 
to Jamaica. 
Down Under, by Chrissy Stover 
My journey to the land 'down 
under' began on Feb. 6, 2001. Twenty-
six hours of flight time and three days 
of burning in the Fiji sun later, I landed 
in Melbourne, Victoria (pronounced Mel-
bin). I really didn't notice much of cultur-
al difference when I first got there. 
Except for the accent, a hint of eucalyp-
tus in the air, and money that came in 
all sizes and colors it was like America. 
I guess I was expecting Mic Dundee to 
greet me at the gate with a friendly 
"G'Day Mate" and a pet kangaroo at his 
side. Instead of Mic I got a Deakin Uni 
student who drove me back to the cam-
pus, showed me around the town of 
Geelong (Ja-long), and took me to the 
grocery store. I think my first real cul-
ture shock came when I went to get into 
the passenger side of the car and land-
ed in the drivers seat. It is truly a weird 
feeling to be driving on the other side of 
the road all the time and then seeing 
kangaroos on the crossing sign instead 
of deer. The second culture shock came 
when we entered the grocery store. 
I walked up and down the "brekkie" 
isle, in search of Cinnamon Life Cereal. 
Instead I found Rice Bubbles (Rice 
Krispies), Sultana Bran (Raisin Bran), 
and no one had ever heard of Cheerios. 
The Kraft singles were always white, 
and eggs were found outside of the 
refrigerator section. Traditional "All-
American" meals like sloppy joes and 
meatloaf were something out of movies, 
and pumpkin never came in a pie. I 
must say though that after six months of 
living there, I learned to appreciate new 
foods like Vegimite, lollies, curries, and 
kebabs. 
The Aussie vocab-
ulary was a lot more 
relaxed than ours. 
Tons of 
words 
were shortened, like afternoon to "arvo" 
and thank-you to "ta." Sports were a 
huge part of the Aussie culture. Footie, 
netball, and cricket were the types of 
Mostly American movies and television 
shows were aired, however they were 6 
months behind the States. They had 
Blockbuster, Subway, Target, Mackers 
(MacDonald's), Kmart, Hungry Jacks 
(Burger King), but they did lack the 
famous Walmart. 
While I was in Australia, I was for-
tunate enough to do some extensive 
traveling. I decided to engross myself in 
the Aussie culture. Not only did I hit the 
tourist spots like Sydney and Tasmania, 
but I also got to see the small towns 
that my friends grew up in. The people 
that I met were more than just friends; 
they became my temporary family. 
Many whom I still contact. They don't 
have pet kangaroos (although they can 
be found by the dozens on golf courses 
there), but they do enjoy a good "bar-
bie." Roxy and Quicksilver are their 
intramurals they 
played, a few of 
which I gave a go. 
The nightlife was 
either pubs or 
clubs, both of 
which had the beer 
of choice, Victoria 
Bitter, flowing like 
water. Mixed drinks Chrissy poses in front of the Sydney Opera House. 
like rum and coke came in a can, and 
happy hour met its true meaning; only 
being an hour long. 
The schooling there was a bit dif-
ferent from Coastal. Classes weren't as 
structured and pracs (labs) were four 
hours long every fortnight (2 weeks). 
You were required to attend tutorials, 
which were essentially study groups. 
There were no freshman, only first-
years, and you lived on "res" not in the 
dorms. Everyone was extremely friend-
ly and even if you didn't know them, 
they would still say, "G'day, how ya 
going?" 
On the other hand, Oz was a lot 
like America. Believe it or not, it is the 
same size as the conti-
nental U.S. 
Abercrombie and Fitch, and surfing is 
truly a loved sport. 
My entire Oz experience was truly 
unforgettable. I saw more beautiful 
countryside than I ever imagined possi-
ble. It is amazing to me that a country 
so remote can hold so much beauty. I 
think that the real culture shock came 
when I returned to the States. After 
landing in LA, I said "hi" to a random 
person and they looked at me like I had 
pointed a gun at their head. I guess I 
never realized how much Americans get 
caught up in the hustle and bustle of 
their busy days and keep to them-
selves. I learned a lot about our country 
by visiting another, and it was an expe-
rience I wouldn't give up for the world. II 
Viewpoint: homosexuality 
Where do vou stand? 
VIEW ONE: Anonymous 
I'm not gay. Some 20 years into my 
life, I can say without ambivalence I am 
not gay. Not that it's necessarily a good 
or bad thing, just: I'm not gay. Despite 
my personal surety, the issue of sexual 
orientation is something that troubles 
me deeply. The problem is not that 
homosexuality exists; the prob-
lem is how others react to the 
lifestyle. 
Society has begun to recognize 
homosexuality, but rarely shows 
acceptance, appreciation, or support. 
I just can't fathom why. Several (I con-
sider, weak) reasons, I suppose: het-
erosexuals are leery of being 'hit on' 
by homosexuals , or the religion aspect 
that seems to cloud so many issues, 
or maybe people just can't accept 
something different or unfamiliar. 
Why does it bother a non-gay per-
son to be approached by a gay person? 
(Although, in general, I think males are 
more strongly averted to this situation 
than are females.) I don't see how it's 
any different from a guy hitting on a girl. 
Both are unsolicited attempts to meet 
another person to whom one is attract-
ed. The refusal method is the same, 
and in both situations, the people 
involved have (or should have) the 
same ability to make their own deci-
sions. Perhaps it's an issue of emascu-
lation, that if a male is approached by 
another male, he becomes less of a 
man, as though he begins playing a 
role that should be filled by a woman. 
can't really see the logic in that reac-
tion--it simply seems to reinforce that 
one's confidence is only baseless 
machismo and bravado. I've been hit on 
numerous times by gay guys. At first, it 
came as something of a shock, but only 
because I've 
never been subjected to that situation 
before. Eventually, I came to realize 
that I should be flattered by the 
advances. I think (this is really just a 
guess) that a gay guy and a straight 
female, for instance, will look for the 
same traits in a male partner. Thus, the 
obvious predication is that any 
approach by a gay guy only affirms 
one's attractiveness to females. This 
may be a somewhat arrogant take on 
the situation, but it seems logical, and I 
don't know why anyone wouldn't appre-
ciate the affirmation. 
In response to the people who 
claim to have a bias based on religious 
views, all I can do is express 
my disgust at your two-faced 
beliefs. I'm going to try and avoid 
the religious side of the issue, sim-
ply because I've only got a certain 
amount of space for this article, and if 
I started on that subject, it'd run for 
pages. But let me ask this: how can 
your loving God disappear when 
the issue becomes homosexuali-
ty? 
To those who fear homosexual-
ity because it's different, because it's 
strange or foreign, I only hope that 
eventually you will come to embrace the 
diversity that is such an intrinsic, inher-
ent part of this world. Without our dif-
ferences, who would we be? 
I think we have to realize first , that 
we all have a common bond--that of 
humanity. We are all intrinsically linked 
through our species , and we cannot, 
must not, discriminate against one 
another for that which gives us our indi-
viduality. Homosexuality is, and will con-
tinue to be, a part of society. It is a 
major part of many peoples' identities, 
makes them different, makes them the 
same, makes them who they are. Who 
am I, who are you, to deny someone 
else their right to live? Let go of your 
inhibitions, your petty stereotypes and 
narrow views, and you will find that it 
makes you happier, more fulfilled, and 
enriches and enlivens the world around 
you. 
VIEW TWO: Anonymous 
I came to Coastal from a large city 
in New Jersey that overlooks 
Manhattan. All my life I grew up with 
Northern "big city" customs. Therefore, 
coming to a small college campus, I was 
unsure of the "campus view" on homo-
sexuality. I didn't know what I was get-
ting into. Personally, 
I've always been one 
to look beyond the 
exterior and base my 
opinion on how people 
are on the inside. Yes, cer-
tain people may have had 
some characteristics that I 
didn't agree with, but that was 
just one part of the whole. 
I made a judgement 
myself when I first came to 
Coastal. I feared that my 
peers would treat me differ-
ently when they found out 
about my sexuality. Yeah, it 
may be a double standard to have 
that fear, judging how I thought they 
would react, but I had seen it 
before. But I sold myself short. I 
came to realize that it was not the 
"Coastal view," but "individuals' 
views" that I was dealing with; I had 
to get over my fear. 
This was difficult because I 
really didn't have anyone to talk to 
about my sexual orientation. However, I 
became so caught up in the rest of 
freshmen college life that it didn't matter. 
I forgot to be my true self. I went 
around pretending that everything was 
OK and the problem would just go away, 
but it didn't. I tried to lock it away but it 
festered and ate away at me. I didn't 
understand the extent of the pain it was 
causing me until I had hit rock bottom. I 
felt lost. Where could I go? What could 
I do? I just remained alone trying at any 
cost to fit in any way I could. I did some 
things that I wasn't proud of, but they 
were still part of my experiences and 
helped make me who I am today. My 
most impacting lessons were learned 
the hard way. 
Thankfully, as a 4th year student, 
I'm well aware of the counseling center 
and GALAC-C club (gay and lesbians at 
coastal carolina) that helped me be 
myself. But, what about everyone else 
out there? Do they know about these 
places to go for help, and would they 
even use them if they knew? I've done 
my best to inform them and in doing so 
had one of the 
strangest experiences since admitting to 
myself and the world who I really am. It 
occurred attending SGA senate meet-
ings. 
When I sat there at that meeting in 
1999, the matter of gays on campus 
was still not a very comfortable situa-
tion. I felt like all eyes were on me and 
the GALAC-C sign on my table at my 
seat. All I could do the first time was 
take notes and leave. I eventually got 
braver and raised my hand to announce 
a club meeting. My heart was beating 
so fast, and I hoped that they wouldn't 
see my hand so I wouldn't have to 
speak. Once called on, it was as if I 
stood in front of 30 people (seemed like 
100) and had to indirectly announce that 
I was gay because of my groups agen-
da. Not that they should assume that. 
For example, the African American 
Association is for all students and not 
just African Americans; GALAC-C is for 
all students as well, gay or straight. It's 
an alliance of students who try to edu-
cate and help promote support and 
acceptance with all types of sexually ori-
entated people. 
This misconception 
causes problems with 
recruitment since many 
are so worried about being 
labeled "gay" if they are not, 
or some are but not ready to 
"come out" yet. It seems even 
faculty and staff have fallen 
prey to this fear. They feel like 
their students and peers will 
look at them differently for their 
lifestyle or being part of such 
an organization. 
Even athletes are afraid of 
being harassed or not included 
in the activities of the rest of the 
team. Every time they congratulate a 
teammate, they're looked at suspi-
ciously; like they have another idea 
on their mind, when all they want to 
do is show their support. Also, their 
capability or performance may be 
characterized or blamed on their ori-
entation. 
It extends to the classroom, where 
you are afraid of speaking out. You 
never know who could be listening and 
judging you, thinking that just because 
you're gay, anything you say is immoral 
or unnatural. 
Outside the classroom, is the cate-
gory of gays and religion; but that's a 
whole story in itself, which I choose not 
to get into. However, I have a few 
points to share. Some people assume 
that gays are not religious and if they 
are, many are puzzled as to how they 
could be. Some people with strong reli-
gious beliefs feel that gays are immoral, 
sinful, and unnatural. Yet, there are 
some who feel it is between you and 
God (or whatever you believe in). 
As for gender, gay women are more 
commonly accepted than gay men. It's 
OK for women to go through a "tom-
boy" stage as children, but a boy who 
likes a dress - look out. Lesbians are 
considered butch "feminists" and gay 
men are considered "fairies." Both 
groups are consid-
ered "unstable," which 
only adds to my stereo-
typical disgust. 
But you don't have to 
come out; you don't have to 
answer to anyone, but to live in 
fear due to reactions, rejection, 
or neglect is ignoring your true 
self. It seems like homosexuals 
are looked at like children. 
They should be seen and not 
heard. And only seen 
depending on what they're 
doing. It seems like people 
are fine with it as long as they 
don't know. Ignore these peo-
ple and be yourself. 
I came out while on cam-
pus, and while writing this I realized 
how little things changed. Those with 
whom I was friends before continued to 
associate with me afterwards. They 
were able to see my sexuality as a part 
of me, not all of me. Those who judge 
others unfairly just need to remember 
that everyone is unique, not different 
necessarily, just unique. Despite our dif-
ferences we should learn more and not 
shun those who seem a bit different. 
Everyone has something to offer to this 
world. Just give them a chance. 
VIEW THREE: Anonymous 
Homosexuality is a touchy subject 
not just at CCU, but everywhere. While 
I personally disagree with the lifestyle, I 
find it hard to condemn someone for 
something that God may or may not 
have bestowed upon them. What I do 
have a problem with, however, is the 
stereotype projected upon me that since 
I don't embrace homosexuality openly 
that makes me a homophobe. This is 
not the case. Homosexuals lifestyles 
don't frighten me; I just disagree with it. 
I can never shake the feeling that a 
large portion of CCU's gay community 
are little more than adolescents, wanting 
the world to know that they are "differ-
ent," or that 
they march to the beat of their own 
drummer. It's more like they're trying to 
make a statement and being gay is the 
best way to stand out and be heard for 
them. I feel perfectly fine walking 
around without a shirt proclaiming my 
heterosexuality, or some flag waving 
from my home or truck. So why must 
homosexuals flaunt the sexual prefer-
ence for everyone to see? I'm secure 
enough in my sexual preference not to 
need an on campus support club, or a 
twelve step program to help me feel 
comfortable in my own skin. Personally, 
I believe that the inclusion of these 
things in the country's mainstream gay 
lifestyle shows an egotistic and eccen-
tric nature permeating mainstream 
homosexuality, and undermining the 
very nature of the people involved. 
These things take away from a simple 
sexual preference, that could be prac-
ticed in peace and 
dignity, as well as in 
these times of conflict 
and egotism. 
Events such as the 
death of Matthew Shepherd 
are despicable, and those 
perpetrating such crimes 
should be held accountable 
to the fullest extent of the 
law. Why should this 
young man's death, as 
brutal as it was, outweigh 
the deaths of any num-
ber of people killed for a 
full gamut of harmless 
things, from wearing nice ten-
nis shoes, to casting a way-
ward glance to someone? Is 
it because it was a hate crime? 
Well, I don't know of many violent 
actions that aren't hate crimes. Two 
Burger King employees were sense-
lessly murdered in Myrtle Beach this 
March, one a former CCU student. I 
found no candle light vigil, and only 
minutes on the evening news. Why 
must a simple sexual preference take 
such a front seat, while these poor peo-
ple lie in their graves un-sensational-
ized? This act in itself takes away from 
the validity and respectable nature of 
homosexuality, making radicals seem 
main stream. When did main street 
homosexuality cease being a sexual 
preference, and become a total, radical, 
close-minded lifestyle? ■ 
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WORDS: Aaron Beck 
I was really looking forward to writ-
ing an article about racism; I was going 
to fill the first paragraph with racial slurs 
and epithets, screaming to make people 
acknowledge that which most try so 
hard to ignore. I wanted to show how 
much hatred simple words carry, how 
violent, antagonistic, unsettling they are. 
I wanted to make everyone understand 
how common, how ubiquitous a problem 
it is, and make them all want, need, care 
to change it. But I thought about it for 
perhaps a little too long, and it all got 
confused. Where do you start? Racism 
isn't a rational or logical quality in any-
one. It's virtually impossible to discern 
racism's roots, at least from the general 
knowledge of the public, and if you don't 
know where it comes from, how can you 
tell how far it's evolved, or how to end 
it? It just doesn't make sense. 
So where does that leave us? What 
does it mean for society? What does it 
mean for humanity? I can't speak for 
everyone; I can't ask anyone to change 
just I'd like them to think like me. All I 
can do is explain how I've felt it, how 
I've lived it, and hope that some intrinsic 
truths will shine through. 
One of the largest problems, I think, 
is that people refuse to recognize publi-
cally that racism exists. Nobody wants 
to be labeled a racist; nobody wants to 
be singled out as a bad guy. And so, the 
issues that need to be addressed, the 
problems that need to be discussed, 
changed, healed, are never uncovered. 
Everyone knows how to say the right 
things in public; everyone knows how to 
look like they're not racist. But when 
they get home--then their real beliefs 
come exploding to the surface. 
Although occasionally, true senti-
ments trickle out in seemingly harmless 
conversations, incredibly inflammatory 
phrases uttered without thought to the 
true meaning behind them: "Why'd you 
buy the Jew brand?" or "He's a nigger, 
but he's cool." What?! Do you realize 
what you're saying? Does qualifying the 
term justify its use? Perhaps it makes it 
worse, as though you're licensed to con-
demn an entire race, but can grant a 
single reprieve "because he's cool." 
There's a serious message behind such 
words, and their use insinuates that the 
speaker condones some unspoken prej-
udices. 
Even more dangerous are listeners 
who let the words pass unchallenged. 
Such apathy is interpreted by the 
speaker and other observers as agree-
ment and support. It's hard to be the 
nonconformist in a crowd, the only 
one speaking out against even the 
simplest injustice. But if you don't do it, 
who will? Can you count on someone 
else to take the initiative? Should you? 
Racism exists on Coastal's cam-
pus. We all know it does, although 
some people will try to deny it, or 
ignore it, saying it's not there. But it 
does exist--from the most nonchalant 
comment in a lengthy conversation, to 
a t-shirt I saw the other day with a 
Confederate flag flying in front of a 
field of cotton with the slogan, "The 
South will rise again" emblazoned 
across it. What the hell is that? Well, 
really, I don't know. Maybe the guy 
was just a history buff, who also want-
ed to advertise an agricultural cash 
crop, and at the same time suggest 
potential future tectonic activity in the 
southern region of the US. But I doubt 
it. 
During my sophomore year, I was 
(fortunately, I think) exposed to racial 
issues more constantly, and blatantly, 
than ever before. I shared a dorm 
room with three of my fellow track 
teammates, all good friends. What 
made the situation unique was the 
racial diversity among us: Jon and I 
were white, Jason was black, and Will 
was mixed. We were immediately 
somehow divided into groups of two, 
'the whiteboys' and 'the black guys.' 
Will had the option of choosing which 
group he wanted to belong to, depend-
ing on how he felt that day, but was 
usually a 'black guy,' just to even 
things out. 
With us, everything was a joke. I 
can't remember a single instance of 
serious racial tension between the four 
of us. That doesn't mean that it never 
came from outside sources, but within 
our room, we were nothing less than 
equals. Of course, despite the unfail-
ing respect we had for one another, 
the majority of comments we made to 
each other were race related. If some-
thing were spilled in the kitchen, the 
conversation would run something like 
this: "Can I get a black guy to clean up 
this mess in the kit~hen?" "Man, you're 
my white slave; you clean it up." It was 
ok, because like Bernie Mac says, "It's 
just jokes." 
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But then we'd be faced with the real 
world. Forgetting ourselves, we'd be in a 
public place, and make some statement 
about acting 'too black' or 'too white,' and 
you could see shock register on faces 
around. People were visibly disturbed by 
our idle comments to each other. I could 
see them thinking, "Can they say that?" 
And yeah, we could say that to one 
another because we respected and 
understood one another knowing that 
those comments were really 'just jokes.' 
Despite the racial har-
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me simply for my personality or some 
other trait, but Jon concurred--it had hap-
pened to him too. I only experienced it 
with a few specific people, but that didn't 
ease the discomfort. It kind of made me 
realize what 'the black guys' had to go 
through every day, on a much larger 
scale. I mean, if I was discriminated 
against by a group that makes up less 
than ten percent of the school population, 
how often did they have to deal with the 
same thing from the other ninety percent? 
just as you would say "You'll notice him 
he's tall." It was never malicious; it never 
insisted dominance or superiority. And 
because we knew that it was 'just jokes,' it 
was accepted. It led to productive, stable 
friendships, in which we collaborated with 
and supported one another. 
So why can't it work in the real 
world? Why is there still racism on 
Coastal's campus? Why do I have friends 
in interracial relationships who can't admit 
their relationship to their parents because 
they know it won't be 
mony we had at home, we 
were all still affected by 
racism in the outside world, 
either personally or vicari-
ously. Enough situations 
arose (solely on campus) to 
make us painfully aware of 
how many people discrimi-
nate by skin color. As far as 
A society in which the people 
support each other, and work 
together to create and improve 
their existence cannot fail. 
accepted? Why can't some 
of our peers accept it? Will 
it ever be accepted? Will 
we ever be free of crippling 
discrimination? And per-
haps more importantly, how 
will we reach that point? 
Who will make the 
I know, no physical incidents 
occurred, but Jason would occasionally 
protest that he had been somehow treat-
ed unfairly, or singled out because he was 
black. And I couldn't refute what he said 
because, as far as I could tell, it was true. 
Will rarely complained about it; somehow, 
he took racial issues in stride, appearing 
indifferent to any unusual treatment. 
I was occasionally a victim of what 
one might call 'reverse racism,' though I 
would just call it racism. It was never any-
thing significant in the manner of obtain-
ing a job or hailing a cab, but it was no 
less important to me at the time. There 
were a few people who would visit our 
room infrequently and got a kick out of 
' treating me as an inferior because I was ~ 1 white. At first I assumed they didn't like 
I'· '"-;i).~ ~~~ ... ~ 
~~ ~___....s .. \ 
It was frustrating, infuriating. How can I be 
less of a person just because my tan 
sucks? 
The redeeming point, though, was 
that these situations rarely passed un-
addressed. We confronted everything and 
everybody. Feelings were discussed, 
often angrily, and we always came to 
some sort of satisfactory solution. If 
someone was racist, or uncomfortable 
with our blatant political incorrectness, at 
least we'd encourage them to be open 
about it. We could always find some 
common ground on which to relate to one 
another. 
We made it work. We acknowledged 
that different skin colors exist, and used 
color to differentiate between ourselves , 
changes? 
I think it has to start 
with each of us. We all have to make an 
effort to be part of the change, to be part 
of a tolerant world. If you say, "Tomorrow," 
or "The next time," it may be too late. You 
may have already missed your opportuni-
ty--and it's not just something that 
improves the world for other people, it has 
selfish benefits as well. A society in which 
the people support each other, and work 
together to create and improve their exis-
tence cannot fail. Everyone benefits, with 
successes echoing, refracting, and pass-
ing on, succoring others. This is what 
must happen on campus; we have to 
begin working together, striving to accom-
plish common goals. If we allow insignifi-
cant differences like skin color keep us 
divided, we will ultimately, inevitably, fail. ■ 
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